PORTRT

From the Anti-Corn-Low League.
A LITHOGRAPHIC SKETCH.

*Tia a cold and gloomy winter's day,
Heary and damp with fog;

And a squalid wreteh on the pavément way
Is crouching down like a dog:—

Like n poor and famished dog that now,
Neither cart nor truck may dmw,

That squalid wretch with care-worn brow,
Puta forth his skeleton paw.

On the surfuce flat of the pavoment stone—
Cleansed with his ragged cuff—
He chalks, he chalks, with moan aad with

groan,
Sketching his work in the rough,
Chalking—chalking—chalking away,
Characters fuir, in colors gay;
A record of misery, talent, aud want,
With hungry belly and fingers gnunt,

¥ aspengors hurry, hurry along,

¥ With sorrowful lli‘af{ or a-E)';

+Rich and poor—n motley throng—
Pass over the pavement away:

But none, save the needy, slacken their speed,
To gaze on the writing there;

Nnne.!:ut the wretched, can tarry to read
That famished wretch's prayer.

Ho has chalked and chalked all his chalk
away,
Making the very pavoment prays
And show ue how stones muy come out in
print,
To soften with pity men's kearts of fink.
Mockery!—eruel mockery all!
In a land of mocking and groans,
Where lhe] pamper’d steed feeds high in the
wtall,
While Chrisfians slarve on the stones!

One word!—only ane—appeirs on the stone,
In characters bold and fair

But oh ! that word is of skin and bene !l—
“ Starving”’ is written there,

Starving, in flourishes chalked on the ground,
Starv ng in colors so gay,

Like the rich whe can revel in luxory roand
Our famishing forms of clay.

Starving—starving—starving !
With maddening bunger and cold,

While the holy Bishop is carving
Hin viands on dishes of gold !

Oh, the shivering wretch m:\l)‘ hide his head,
And his eye Lo hollow and dim,

For life to tho fat church Tivings has fled,
And Death wxy grapple with him,

Oh, land of mockery, wealth, and wo,
A land of riches and rags,
Where the alien sides in pomp and show,
And the native starves on the fogs !
Mockery—mockery—mockery oll!
A land of mocking and groans,
‘Where theﬁ pamper'd steed feeds high in the
stall,
While Christians starve an”the stones!
From the Youth's Monthiy Viviter.
“In the year 1544, near the city of Louis-
ville, Ky., u8 the sexton went to open n
ve yard, he found there u slave mother
s:; ing & grave for her own infant, which,
wugaut shroud or coflin, was lywng by her
on the earth, Her mistross had sent her
thus 1o bury her infant, to save the expense
of grave-clothes and coffin!”—[Mr. Need-
ham's Speech in the late Liberty Gonven-
tion, June 12, 1545,
BY REV. J. BLANCHARD.
A —draby’s Daughter.

The slavemother leaned on her mattock
full weary,
At the grey of the duwn, in that kome of the
g:ad:

Where the tall city's shade mude esch
green grave look dreary,
Though spangled with tears which kind na-
ture had shed.
But she recked not that eold dews were
fulling around her,
Though weary with twil, and though faint-
ing for food,
For the last tie was broke which ta feel-
ing had bound her,
And froze e'en the jundness for life in her
blood

-
.

Har children, as mothers love, once she
had loved them;
But sold were they all save the corpse by
her side:
God saw all her fears for her child,and re-
moved them,
And her last pulse of hope with her last babe
had died,
0, then, though she knew when its young
eyes first met her,
In language of smiles which the lips could
not apeak,
She thought that ite safety in death was
far better,
Than the joy she had felt when it breathed
on Ler cheek,

And she prayed, as she turned to her
strange task, preparing
The shroudiess and coffinless rest for her
child
That soon her torn bresst might herbabe's
sleep be sharing,
Her heart no more rung, and her brain no
more wild:
For she said, while around her damp va-
pors aspirant _
Rose chill from the moist turf which cover-

ed the grave,
That earth was less cold than the heart of
A tymnt,
And death fir less drear than the life of &
slave,
COMPLAINTS OF THE POOR.

BY ROBERT BOUTHEY.

And whorefore do the poor complain!
The rich man asked of me;

Come walk along with me, said I,
And I will answer thee.

"'was evening, and the [rozen streets
‘Were &heerless to bahold:

dnd we were wrapt and coated well,
But yst wa felt the eold.

We met an old bare-hended man;
His locks were few and white;

1 nmk’d hirn what he did sbroad,
In that cold winter night.

"Twas bitter keen, indeed he mid,
But at home no fire had be;

And therefore had he come abroad,
To usk for charity.

We met a young bare-footed child,
She begged lond nnd bold;

And thcmf\m had she eome abroad,
When the wind it is 5o cold,

She said her father was at howne,
And he lny sick in bed;

And, therefore was it she was sent
Abroad to beg for bread.

We saw a woman sitting down
Upon a stone to rest,

She had a baby at her back,
Another at her breast.

1 askad her why she loitored there:
Whien the wind it blow so chill,

She surned her head and bade the child,
That sereained belind, be still.

She told us that her husband served,
A soldier, far away,

And therefore, to her parish she
Was begging back her way.

Wi et a girl, hor dress was loose,
And sunken was her eve;

Who with the wanton's hollow veice;
Addressod the passer by,

1 ask'd her what there was in guilt,
That eonld her hean allure

To shame disease and late remorse—
She answered, she was poor,

1 turned me to the rich man then,
For silently stood he:

You asked me why the poor complain,
And these have answered thee.

MISCELLANEOUS.
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= From the Christian Citizen.

OUR SCHOOLMASTER.

A Story contmining o Mornl for these
who can discover it,

Y K. E. .y OF PORTEMOUTH, X. i,

fe—

our school, and a good old man he was, He
was not, it is true, wise above other men,
ot very clear headed, excepting in Latin and
Greek, and Mathematics, He did not seem
to know much beyond his voeation—thut of
tenching the young idea how to shoot into
Grammars and Lexicons. He wrote most
clussically and beautifully, and his pronuiiel-
ation was withont a fault—that must be eon-
fessed,  He never dreamed—the good old
man—that any thing was needed for boys ex-
cepting what he was accustomed to teach;
and as for their behaving better, he would
say, “Don’t they now behave as well as boys
did when T wasa boy!” It was a pattern
sthool!  None of the modern follies, rash ex-
periments, and finuncisl notions had erept in-
to it. ‘Il good master had a holy horror of
all innovations; he loved a quiet life, good
living, the prompt pay of the quarter bills;
and e was never disturbed or teoubled ex-
copt when the boys happened to behave very
much worse, or very much better than waos
their wont.

Of course he was sadly perplexed one day,
when he was told that one of the boys, John
Wobster, had struck another, Charles Ed-
wirds, und Charles had not returoed the hlow.
He could comprehend how it happened that
ane hoy struck another, for that was not un-
comtmon; he had done so himself when at
school, and been flogged for it by his master;
that wasall straight. But the forbearunce of
Charles—this to him wus a mystery!

*1 must look into it," says he, “Charles
is no enward, | see that by his looks. There
i3 something out of rule in this; 1don’t recal-
leet such a case; I never even read of such a
thing, except among the Quakers, and it
cun't be that such folly has cropt into my
school. It would be most disgraceful! Why
couldu't these boys have fought it out like
men, and kept the whole from my ears!—
Now, what to do, puzzles me. 1 shall have
to give the school my notions of what self-
defence demands of us; after whipping the boy
that fought.”

The next morning the school assembled as
usual. Every boy was in his place. In
walked Master Horton with more than ususl
dignity. He ascended the desk, opened the
Binle, read a chapter, and then prayed, in ex-
actly the same words he had used for his
whole school life, finishing with the Lord’s
prayer, asking forgiveoess as we forgive oth-
T8,

Prayer concluded, he called before him the
culprits. John, knowing that all defense was
viin, plead guilty in the hope of some miti=
gation of the punishment: "nhuu ght Charles
pushed me, and I struck him, for I was very
angry.”

*You have done excesdingly wrong," ex-
claimed Master Horton, “you have broken
the law of the scho.!; belng angry is no ex-
cuse; one wrong does not exeuse another,'
Growing eloquent, he raised his voice, placed
himself in an oratorical attitude, and contine
ued: “You know that I have forbidden all
quarreling and fighting among my seholurs;
und ns long as I am at the head of the sehool,
1 will punish ever boy who strikes another,
po mautter for what!  What is the use of laws
which you can break when you please!  Pre-
pare for punishment! Some boy there hand
me the rod.”

Here, Charles Edwards, who up to this
time had stood by camly and tranquilly, bursi
outy **Please forgive him, sir! he did not hurt
we; do forgive him!"

“He silent!™ replied the Muster; %1 have a
reckoning with you too, sir.”

John's punishment was more sevore than
usual, for Master Horton was very much ex-
cited; but poor John bore it without win-
eing.

Itis supposed by some that a man may
become so much sccustomed to using the rod,
as to be able to use it without being angry,
and without gelling angry in the process, and
may strike with perfect equanimity of tem-
per.  Not so, on this occasion at [east, with

Aarox Hoprox, A. M., was the teacher of

Master Horton, His inward feolings sym-
t:l.himd with the outwnrd woy and after John
d been soundly whipped, Master Herton
looked as if he would rejoice to have another
vietim. So he turned towards Charles:

“Now, don"t think to impose upon me with
your affected kindness. 1 have dealt with
too many boys for that! 1 will know the
whole. Now tell me why you did not come
to me and complain, when Jolm struck you,
or why you did not try to defond yourself?
Are you a fool, or 8 coward?"™

“8y futher,” roplied Charles, “when he
sent me to this school, wld me never to
fight.”

“All right,” said the Master; “he is a wise
man! 1 gave the ssine rule to my scholirs,
I have just whipped a boy for fighting, But
did vour father tell you not to defend your-
welf 1™

“Pleasn, sir,”" mid Charles, “he forbade
me to strike any one, for any purpose; he told
me kindness and forgivenvss were the best
defenge,

“Is your father a fooll” exelaimed the
Master  “Take your seat.”

The muster was very angre.  The veins in
his forehead swelled, and his nostrils ware
dilated, because of the presumption of the
}mg in bringing soch funaticism into the
school. But very wisely knowing his frailty
of old, he dismissed the cabjeet, saying:

“1 shall, at the opening of the school this
allernoon, explain what is the duty of boya
in this matter, Now, attend t0 your les-
sons. "

In the afternoon he gave us the promised
light.  When he begnn his sermon he affie-
ted to be very calm; he spoko slowly und ein-
phatically:

“Boys," snid he, “vou know 1 am for
peace. There is nothing Iso much insist
upon as that there shall be no fighting among
yvou, Have | not this very marning flogyred
a boy for striking another! 1 shall always
do so. There must be no fighting while 1
am muster,” Here he clenchod his fist.—
1 should like to eutch nny of you a fighting.
You would have me to reckoa with! '

“But,” he continued, “1 have another most
salemn duty to perform.” Here his voice
beeame subduod and impressive. 1 must
Warn you agninst the foolish notions which
modern fanatics are striving to establish.—
What absurdity! They would overthrow all
government. Don't you see it} We road of
injunctions to fight in the very seriptures!—
One great Teacher said i e were of this
world he would fight. It is very clear.

“] am for peace; and bocavnse | am for
ponee I cannot let the new fanatical opinions
come into my school. War is the worlid's
emphatie eurse; and to prevont war it is nee-
essary to fight. | mean, to fight sometimes,
on proper occasions. My conrcience will
not permit me to suy maore in favor of war
than this. Nor is it nocessary; for you have
no temptation to fight, except when you doom
it important for you to fight. Tho canse of
Peuen is injured by fanaticism!  For instance,
il 1 were to tell you all lying wus wrong, 1
mean in every case—all firkting, | mean—
then—I say, then i :

Here the Master got entangled in his
own arodwtnt, and came to an abrapt stop.

But feeling that something more was nec-
essary, he called up Winniay Waire, and
desired him to say whit he thought on the
suhject.  Now, William was o wery strit-
forward boy: he was all logie, without the
lenst tiot orpootry in his composition; lie was
the best mathematical scholir in the sehanl,
Master Horton made o bad choice, for Wil-
liam had been puzzling his liead over the
Master’s Janguage, and ecould not make head
or il of it. When ordered, however, he
marched down to the desk, nnd stood like a
post, with his mouth open, and his eyes fix-
ed on that of the Muster, ’

“Tell me," said Master Horton, “what 1
have been saying about war and peave. |
know you understand me."

“ Yes sicg 1 think you said, fighting was
always wrong, and—xomelimes—niaur."

“1 auid no such foolish thing,™ exelyim-
od lhr'h,\[uu'r. in # towering passion, “Try
again.

“William was very anxions to please his
Master, and to aequit himsell' well hefore his
school fullows; &0 he spoke again with great
care and deliberation.

“You meant, sir that war was not always
wrony; of that I am eertaing and 1 think you
said thot it was always unchristian,” ~

The Master was confounded, and lost all
his presence of mind; determined to get a
proper answer from William, he timmr otit:

“Sirrah! if you do not immediately give
mo a lrroprr answer, I will flog you!™

William ws frightened, and could not re-
member a single word the Master had said
on the subject, except the last sentence a-
bout lyingi and the Master's doctrine nbont
war was so puzzling that he thought he
would shift the ground:

*“§ir, you said that all lying, except when

necessiry, was very wrong."
_ At this juncture—the boys conld not help
it—the whole school broke out into n roar of
langhter, and Master Horton, having no oth-
er resource, laughed himself.

After the uproar had subsided, Master,
Horton remarked thut he would more fully
explain his opinions on the subject on some
futore opportunity—Dbut such opportunity
NEVEr Curny.

From the Communiiisl.

TOBACCO,

That this is a powerful stimulant na one
I presume will deny.  The faot thet it is so,
is proved bevond a doubt by the effect it has
upon an individual when he commences us-
ing it. How often do we see the beginner
reol und staggoer, sicken nod vomit, in won-
Biquencey of l;h stimubating and potganous
elfoctal Go into a public house, or any
house where there s tobacen smoking, and
see the choking and wouble of breathing
among those who do not use the poisonous
plant. Go into the cabin of a steambout
whero there are several smoking, and goe
those who do not use tobaeco, who may
chanece to go into the room, struggle for
breath; and finally, as it stimulates and sick-
ons them, leave to get breath in pure air.

See the effects of it when app?i«-d 1o Anj-
mals of any Kind, in any form: it is sicken.

T———

—

fng and deadening to animal life. Let me
nek the observing and refiecting mind, if 1o-
bacco dovs, ne we have seen, thus affect an-

ting, sickening, deadening narcolie!

And as it hae sach a baneful effeet upon
man and animals, and ns many who use the
weed know that it deadens their finer feel-
ings, stupifies their memory andt reason, and
in short, throws their mental and physical
urg'.llti'.r.:lliml into an unnatural and conaes
quently, a depraved stute—nught not they
to speak vut, and show 1o theis fullow sui-
forera the terrible offects it hins upon their
systern!  Many have done ity and among
those have been distinguished physicinng.—
What man, knowing the eflecte of Tobacen
will still eontinue using it, sod lethis neigh-
bor remain in ignorance of its beoeful el
feota! It is wrong. It is encourageing sui-
cide=It is downright murder by indireet
means!  Auythiog taken in the dowmain of
human life over stimulates, or in other words
eanses the orans either pll_\'ﬁica}lv or mens
tally to set beyond their nutoral functions,
influences a relaxed state of them after the
stimulation is over; yet it debilitates und
weakeng their normal strengthe und as stim-
ulation eanses them to over do, and conse-
qur"nt]}’ \rs:alinllu thrm. the more lhv_\' are
stimulated, the more they are weakened and
depraved, nnd therefore the seoner worn onty
and if they aro worn out and life extinguish-

what can we make of it but a suicldal, mur-
deroua pet!  Can we tike any other view
of the point at issue!  Suicide, is =clf-mur-
der. Murder, a8 gonerally undersiood, i
the act of one ot wore taking the lite of ap
individual, Now #s wo have soen that To-
baeco shiortens a man's life amnd murders lus
better nature, what is he who nses the weed
but a siicide? and he who helps others to
ity but u murdercr?

I know these are bold and glaring wtate-
ments.  Bat we know, suicide, und murder
is murder, whether they take place instantly
or tardily.  To #e0 a man chowing or smok-
ing tobueeo, or taking souff, is bad enough.
But 1o see n woman the ornmment of all ere-
ated things, smoking @ pipe or snuffing the
the filthy stufl’ into hoe hoad is horeidie!

I believe Tohaeco was made to be eaton
by an animal; and whut this gnitmal is, is
well epough known to tobaeeo cultivators
and those who have been throngh the fields
where it grows, Whnt do you think this
amimal 181 Do you think it s san? 1 will
tell vou what it is, At is a greon worn,
\\Im‘-ll, when full growp, is about the sige
and length of & man’s Linzer,
euts the plont when in ita grean growing
state and grows very fast: yea he is a vom-
clous eater, and cuises the ln|1.u*|‘v-'__-1|-u era
great deal of trouble, So greedy are these
tobuceon eaters as ofton to couse the cultiva-
tor to set out the plants three or four times
before he can ralse a crop.

And man, the “Lord of Creation™  conde-
scends to put himself on a level with this
worm! Noj it i not on a level; it is helow
the worm for thot was mude to eat tho to-
baceo plunt, which is adupted to his wantsy
but it is not adapted to the natural wants of

man.  What! man, “The soul of the warld
—the intellectual and moral sensoriom of
miture, " stoop so low  as w0 take this

worm's daily food from his mwouth, eram it
into his own, and sav it is good, it is sweet,
&e.

Now take nnother view of the subject.—
Lot us peep into soeiety—take o view of the
public and privato hovses.  Go we intoa
meeting house, and what do we scet  Ah,

have beon tobaeeo ehoward here, aud they
have a|ril theis tobieco Jutee all

( OviIr fhe
honse! What miserablo scencry!

of worship!  Go wednto the tavern we he-
hold the same. (o we into private houses,
or whero we will, il tobacen chowors are
constantly aronnd, we sie the stain of 18
juice.

What think vou “ya daughters of Zion'
of this filthy practice! Are you foud of
having young men come near you, whose
mouths are stuffed with tobaezo, and lips
stained with its juiee, and whose beeath is
saturated with its disagreeable odor? Do
you like the fumes of a segar! How de-
{ighlt'u] it must he to your sense of wmell!

And on the other hand, what think yon
young men—*Ye gullant sons of liberty,"
of young women who take soufl? Think
you they ure better for 8o doing! or their
heads uny clearer!  Were von all of mind,
one short word would unswer thegs questions,

I appeal w you all o beir me wiess, if
Tobaceo, a8 used by man and woman at the

nient, filthy, deadening narcoties that mun-
Kind are in the habit of naing?

Ohne word more—Ye who have yvour health
—who strive for happiness, think of these
things; and see for yourselves if there is
any trath in the foregoing; and i’ you can
profit by any thing that has been said, doisog
il not, do as you see fit to dog for all thathas
heen said, you have gratuitous)y—+Without
money and without price.'

G. W. ROLLINS.

ENGLISH BEGGING.
Bryawt, the poet of whom Amerien may ha
proud, s travelling in Europe.  The New York

brithaut pen.
the workings «f the “peculiar institations” of
(ireat Britain, for John Bull, s well as Jona-
than, bas thein,  Oh! the misary and starvation
which fulls upon the millions o tat conniry.—
I\ is the legitimate frails of Lhe present property
nrrangemonts which obtains, in this conutre in
full force and must svon produce the [rghiisl
rosulty, as cortaiuly, as i he cous s prudoce like
elfacis.

We copy the lollowing trom the Post, ané re-
gret Lhet the lmits off wiare paper will got allow
us ba publich the etters e xtennor
—*Bigzing i» ralised by the usw police rogu-
Iations in Lonton, and wanl skulss 1o hiles
and eorners, and prafars s petitions where it
cannot be overheard by men srmed with the an-
therity af the law. ‘There is & grest daal of
faming in London, (said a (riend Lo mea Lhe oth-
ar day,) but the polics regulations drive it out
of sight.  As | was guing through Oxlurd street

lately, | saw an eldarly man of smisll statue,
poorly droweed, with & mahogany conplexion:

As | passed him he

walking »lowly belure me.

imal life, what is it but an ennaiuradptimuli- |

ed before nnture would  direct; then, T aebc |

This wonn |

muny & tongue is ready o exelibp—there |

Ii looks |

mare fit for a pandemonium than for o hooso |

present day, is not one of the most inconve- |

Evening Post gontains feequont lottors feom lus |
e graphically describion some of |

—_ Y

sald in my ear, with s hollow viice, 1w sarve
i kg vo death with bunger, ™ and thuse woras and
thist hollow volee sounded n my esr ail that
day.
4 Walking on Hamstsad Heath  dayor two
sinee, with sn English (risnd, we were accostad
by twe luborers, who were sitting on & bank,
and who said that they had come 1o that neigh=
borlwod in meurch of employnient in hay making
but had not been able to get eiber smploymant
ot food, My friend appsared 1o dintrust thaie
story.  Hut in the evening, as wo wore walking
home, we passed & comipany of soma fout wr
fiva laborern in Aocks, with bludgevns in their
liands, who asked us tor soimelhing 1o eat. *Yon
weo how 1t e gentlemen,! said one of them, *we
arn strong; we have come fur work, and nobody
will hire uw; we linve had oothing 1o esat all
day.”  Their tone wan disestisfied almost meras
cing; and the Englishman who was with ua res
ferred to it several Limes sflerwards with an ex-
| pression of anxiety and alurem,
| ) hear it olton romarked hore, thint the dife
ference of conditiun betwesn e posrer and rich-

{ er clussns bocomes grealer overy day, and shat
the end will be, the wisest pretend not o lere-
e,

Reform in Wrilien Language.—Wn hava pube
lished from tune Lo time, brel notices uf the
grest improvoment elaimed to have buen recents
| by made in Written Langunge, or tho communis
estion uf ideas by characiers which lias hoan en=
i Utled Puososnariy.  Wo hiave oot found Lime
to obtain even an imperipet nequaintanee with
| it, wod can give bt a4 crode wWen ol its principal
fantoram  Vhonugraphy wnphies the writing ace
cording lo sownd, tojeeting the :Irbrlnuy characs
ters herstofore employed,  The Phonographie
Alplabet comsisting of same forly characiers,
each vopresenting onp distinel sound & no oth*r,mu~
king had spelling & mispronsociation im0 sible,
The impertfections of our present meoode ol writs
ing wre glaring and pernicions  T'he lotter A
linw several ditferent sounds—the learoer must
gueas which of them s right in the lesson before
himn—the latter © hing no distinet sound st sll,
no wse in the lRngoegs sxcept as an oroemental.
The best sohiolar Coes ot know how e should
pronounee vead, fead, and mrny othier words, un=
til ho han glanced along the line 1o see what the
word seans; which 1tLoaght of islf to indieate.
Phonogranhy obvistes all these dotests, so that
(n well intormod (viand aesures in) & child or ig-
vurant pacson inay learn o rend  well (epelling
ineluded) in two or thtee aocks al farthest.—
N V. Tvibune,

A Goop Resans.—1'ne Boston Courier
| says *Anron Bure pten a Christian, accord-
| ing 10 the New York Timesa, So muech the
| better for himsell, 11 he bad lived o Chris-
|ti:n. how much better wonld it have been
| for the world,™

| Bowp Fiaihe ur Seueon.—AL the great

enuncil uf thie Saneea Natiow, held last week
| nese Matfulu, the aubject of temoving these In-

dutns across the Mu-uu-pm boing undor disgas=
| ston govorel eliols insivied that the whites ing not
kupt o L terme Lhey promised to tie bande of
Irogueois, whieh hud uleendy migrated o G reen
Bay, from this Siate.  One lndian speaker, John
Mitten, wiid **that s wished to remsin near the
graves of hin red tuthers, till the Great Epirit
called him home; that lis had not evnfidence in
liiw wihite fathers; why shoold ha have?  Hes
white fadiers had murdered their Savier, and
whal Kisd of treafment contd a poor Indion expeet
Jronw awen weho had Killed the som of Gou?™

He who is anxious 1o Luow what ethera
say of him destroys his own peace.

R ——— O ——

~ AGENTS FOR THE“BUGLE."™
New Gannex—David 1. Galbreath,

| Coremmiasa—Lot Holmes,

| Co, Serisa="T" Bllwosd Viekers.

| Manpsono'—=Dr. K. G. Thomas.

Benniy—Jueob H. Barnes,

Caseimip—=John Wennom.

Lowsnviae—Dr. Butler.

Popasp—Chiristopher Lpe.

YouxasTowN—l. N, Johnson.

| New Lyse—=Huannibal Reeve.

| Axnox—"Thomns P, Beuch.

New Lissos—Goorize Gurretaon.

Cixessari—William Doyaldson.

Savpvevivre—Jlames Farmer.

Fasr Famriero—John Marsh.

Favrstox Pas—Joseph B. Coale.

_

Pu !icf‘tuﬂonl.
o, BLIZABETE FITDHDODE has

l|unl reeeived and has now tor sale av her

| bourding house, Sarah Galbreath’s, west end

of High st., the

| FulLLDWING PIBLICATIONS

[THE CONSTITUTION A PRO-SLAV-
ERY COMPACT, or serections sroat
Titk Manison Parens.

This work contuing the diseussions en the
subject of Slavery in the Convention that
framed the Constitution, Those whe wish
to know the chameter of that instrumens and
the design of those who framed it, would da
well t examine the Madison Papers.  Prico,
25 cents,

THE BROTHERHOOD OF THIEVES,
OR A TRAUE PICTURE OF THE AMERICAN
Ciivren asp Crenay, by 8, 8, Foater,

A dark and louthsome, but true picture.—
.I Price 123 conts,

COME OUTERISM, or tuE pury or se-
CESHI0N FROM A CORRUPT ¢ nion, by W,
Goodell.

The arguments are vnanswemble.
A cents.

THE AMERICAN CHURCHS vux RULL-
WARKS OF AMERICAN SLAVERY,
by James G. Birney,

Facta indisputible; sufficient to eondemn
all of his party who remain ip pro-slavery
churches.—Price 124 eenta,
SGARRISON'S POEMS & neat little

volume—Price 31 cents,

CARUHY MOORE, on The seMoln oF A
spave,” by Richard R. Hildreth,

One of the most beautifully written worka
that has ever been issued from the anti-sla-
very press.—FPrics 30 ennts,

STHE OFFERING, & collestion of anti=

aluvery pleces in prose & verse.—Price 31

oenis,

“VOICES OF THE TRUE HEARTED"™
From No. 1 to 6 ioelusive, 8 beavtiful ol

cheap periodical of a reformatory charptor,

374 cents the set.

PORTRAIT OF LUCRETIA MOTT, a

benutifully exceutad, and eorroet likeness, —

374 cents,

CHANNINGS' LAST ADDRESS, { et

.Inl’i-a'lure;'y .‘

Price




